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ordinary people who've ever lived. One thing is certain about
him, no one—Nance least of all!—has the remotest idea of what
goes on in his head. He must have talked to Nance quite a lot
when he first fell in love with her—she's twenty years younger
than he is, you know—but from the way Nance speaks of those
days, and from what she tells me of what he used to say, I don't
believe she understood a word. She's devoted to him, of course.
We all must admire her for that. But it's painful to watch the
way she treats him. I mean the mental way she treats him, drag-
ging down his dignity and self-respect and turning him into a
kind of boor. Of course, we know she slaves for him, but you
feel it's done for conscience' sake, and because—you know—
once her man, always her man. But I think she despises him
down to the bottom of her soul. It began before her boy's death
but it's got worse since and you feel it in the air. You feel as if
she regarded him as a repulsive animal to whom in some way
she's hopelessly committed."
"But he is rather—odd, isn't he ? I mean in his ways! I could
well understand a woman finding him terribly trying."
The girl smiled. "Never mind about his character, my dear.
What I want you to do for rne is a clear issue—get him some
work that'll bring them some money. I know this man will do
it for you. He's very keen to meet you. I think between our-
selves"—here her voice sank to a whisper—"he wants you to
do something for him; and it came over me that if you wanted
to, you might strike up a bargain."
"A bargain?" echoed Dud. "Don't you see?" she whispered
nestling close up to him. "You'll do something for him—and
he'll do something for Uryen. Do you catch on now?"
D. No-man nodded. He didn't "catch on" enough to compare
himself with Zeus the cloud-gatherer, but there was a maudlin
unction of nervous indulgence in his gesture not at all unlike
that god's attitude to the supplicatory Thetis.
"Well, that's settled!" she murmured, breathing a sigh of
heart-deep relief. She gave a quick glance, after that, up and
down the lane, and it presented itself to even Dud's wool-
gathering wits that she was thinking of rewarding him as men
have been rewarded by women from time immemorial.
"Come to the pond's edge!" he jerked out abruptly, putting
his shoulder to the gate to get it open.
The deepest part of the pond had no green scum upon it,

